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asked.	“And	remember	last	summer?	When	you	nearly	shot	Mrs.	Medvedeva?”	“What	if	we	get	cousin	Pauly	to	come	with	us?”	That	seemed	to	burst	out	of	Dave’s	mouth.	His	brother	surveyed	the	idea.	“He	told	us	the	Academy	taught	him	how	to	patch	up	a	bullet	hole	on	someone.	I’m	sure	he	knows	how	to	put	on	a	bandage	if	anything	happens,”	Dan	added	on	with	a	nod.	Honestly,	that	was	one	of	his	brother’s	more	logical	outbursts.	They	didn’t	come	often.	Usually,	anything	he	blurted	out	like	that	made	whatever	they	were	asking	an	automatic	‘no’.			 “You	know,	I	think	I	might	go	to	nursing	school,”	Elaine	chimed	in,	as	if	it	was	fully	relevant.	It	looked	fun	enough:	fine-looking	doctors	and	the	little	uniform	hats,	also	the	validation	that	would	come	from	people	needing	her.			 Sandy	looked	up	from	separating	the	cabbage	on	her	plate	from	the	potatoes	so	they	weren’t	touching.	She	laughed,	“you	passed	out	when	Dan	came	in	covered	in	blood	last	summer.”	She	continued	separating.	“And	what	happened	to	that	whole	charm	school	thing?	How’d	that	work	out	for	ya?”	She	knew	full	well	how	that	turned	out.	Elaine	kicked	her	under	the	table.	“What	was	the	reason	you	quit	being	a	candy	striper	again?	Was	it	really	that	you	‘just	couldn’t	walk	around	looking	like	a	human	candy	cane	anymore’?”	She	looked	up	from	the	valley	she	created	on	her	plate,	“Or	was	it	because	your	puke	splattered	not	only	on	the	patient,	but	on	the	Doc’s	coat	too?”	She	was	still	bitter	at	the	idea	of	staying	at	home	while	her	sister	and	cousin	were	having	a	ball	with	every	other	teenager	on	the	planet.		 Pa	ignored	Sandy’s	comments.	He	had	walked	in	on	a	whole	crime	scene	that	day	they	were	sent	out	to	pick	some	tomatoes	for	dinner:	both	boys	covered	in	
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blood,	Elaine	passed	out	on	the	couch,	her	limp	body	hanging	off	of	it,	Sandy	placing	a	cold	towel	on	her	sister’s	forehead.	“How	does	your	report	card	look?”	He	raised	an	eyebrow.		 “They	said	they’d	send	them	in	the	mail	this	year,”	Elaine	responded	rapidly.	The	kids	all	looked	around	the	table	at	each	other,	knowing	full	well	they’d	been	handed	out	today	during	homeroom.	And	since	Elaine	had	just	finished	senior	year,	she	should’ve	gotten	her	diploma	too.	Everyone	at	the	table	seemed	to	hold	their	breath.		 “But	wait,	what	if	Pauly	comes	with	us?”	Dave	practically	hopped	out	of	his	chair	once	he	remembered	that	Ma	and	Pa	hadn’t	acknowledged	his	seemingly	foolproof	idea.	“No,”	both	parents	said,	nearly	in	unison.		“Tush	on	the	chair,”	Ma	added,	pointing	her	fork	with	a	slice	of	kielbasa	speared	on	the	end	of	it	at	Dave.	The	table	went	silent	aside	from	the	scrape	of	metal	on	ceramic.	Sandy	looked	up	and	made	eye	contact	with	Dan,	who	was	just	cutting	into	his	first	piece	of	kielbasa.	She	gestured	down	toward	her	cabbage	and	mouthed		‘t	w	e	n	t	y-f	i	v	e	c	e	n	t	s’.	Dan	contemplated	her	offer	for	a	moment	and	nodded	his	head	in	agreement.	He	could	get	a	slice	of	pizza	and	a	coke	from	Sal’s	for	that	much.	Dan	smeared	some	grease	across	his	chin	and	dropped	his	fork	against	his	plate	with	a	loud	clang.	Everyone	looked	at	him.	Sandy	palmed	most	of	her	cabbage.	“I’ll	go	grab	him	some	more	napkins,”	she	shot	out	of	her	chair	and	disappeared	into	the	hallway.		Sandy	placed	her	hand	on	the	doorknob	of	the	bedroom	she	shared	with	
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Elaine	for	a	split	second	before,	turning	and	walking	into	the	room	across	the	hall.	She	dove	under	one	of	the	twin-sized	beds,	pushing	aside	the	dark	blue	sheets	cascading	off	of	the	mattress	onto	the	floor.	She	flipped	the	lid	off	of	a	shoebox	filled	with	Slim	Jim	wrappers,	a	couple	fishing	hooks,	a	folding	knife	from	Germany	that	Didu	gave	Dan	for	his	birthday-	Dave	made	a	scene	about	it	because	Didu	gave	him	something	different-	and	a	sock	full	of	coins.	She	grabbed	a	quarter	and	shoved	the	box	back	under	the	bed,	sprinting	toward	the	kitchen	for	a	handful	of	napkins	before	returning	to	the	table.	She	dropped	the	wad	in	front	of	Dan	before	sitting	back	down,	one	leg	folded	under	her	butt.	Dan	pulled	the	wad	into	his	lap,	unraveling	it	and	sliding	the	quarter	into	his	pocket.	He	quickly	dumped	the	cabbage	onto	his	plate	and	wiped	the	grease	off	his	face.	Dan	stabbed	a	chunk	of	kielbasa	and	popped	it	in	his	mouth.	His	face	contorted	almost	immediately,	chewing	slowly	with	his	mouth	open,	“Ma,	this	doesn’t	taste	right.”	She	barely	had	the	chance	to	look	up	from	her	plate	before	Pa	slammed	his	hand	down	on	the	table.	“Elaine,	yours	taste	good?”	Dan	spit	it	out	into	the	greasy	cabbage	napkin.	“Yeah,”	Elaine	responded.	“Dave,	what	about	yours?”	Pa’s	face	reddened.	“Yep,	good,”	Dave	nodded.	“Pa,”	Dan	looked	down	at	his	place,	daring	to	mutter	a	phrase	that	could	destroy	any	hope	of	going	camping;	“I	really	can’t	eat	this.”	Pa	nearly	exploded,	jumping	out	of	his	chair	so	fast	that	it	flipped	over.	He	stabbed	his	fork	through	the	kielbasa	so	hard	it	could’ve	cracked	the	plate.	He	took	a	
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barbaric	bite	of	the	sausage	and	raised	his	hand,	winding	up	for	a	good	shot.	Dan	didn’t	flinch.	Pa	abruptly	stopped	chewing,	jaw	hanging	slack	as	if	he	just	bit	his	tongue.	He	spit	the	kielbasa	into	his	hand.									“Holy	shit,	it’s	bad!”																				
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August	1969	
Old	Tomatoes		I	sat	with	my	feet	up	on	the	dashboard	of	Rick’s	truck--	it	wasn’t	even	his.	It	was	his	brother’s,	but	he	was	deployed	in	Vietnam,	so	it	was	pretty	much	Rick’s	now	since	the	Army	didn’t	want	him.	Rebecca	and	Kenny	were	cackling	in	the	bed	behind	me,	probably	talking	about	one	of	the	kids	she	babysits.	I	was	buzzing.	It	felt	like	there	were	tiny	bubbles	just	under	my	skin,	anxiety	and	excitement	fizzing	to	the	surface	with	nowhere	to	go.	Then	I	opened	my	mouth	and	it	flooded	out.	“Did	you	hear	that	Max	gave	Colleen	a	promise	ring	right	after	graduation?”	What	an	absolute	dream!	Rick	jammed	on	the	breaks.	There	was	a	thud	on	the	glass	behind	me	and	my	heart	felt	like	it	dropped	down	to	my	stomach.	Rick	reached	out	to	adjust	his	mirror	and	saw	Kenny	flipping	him	the	bird	from	the	back	of	the	truck.	They	joked	around	like	that	all	the	time,	but	I	didn’t	really	understand	it.	My	face	got	all	hot	and	I	started	tugging	at	the	hem	of	my	corduroy	skirt,	the	one	Pa	always	said	was	too	short	so	I	wasn’t	allowed	to	wear	it	outside	the	house.	I	thought	I	messed	up	big	time;	he	was	going	to	kick	me	out	of	the	truck.	Rick	stared	out	straight	ahead	of	him	and	shook	his	head	a	little.	I	was	sure	I’d	have	to	hitchhike	back	to	Brooklyn	from	here,	or	maybe	it’d	be	better	if	I	just	hid	out	in	Sophie’s	apartment	in	the	West	Village.	But	I	looked	up	and	saw	the	stretch	of	stopped	cars	that	was	way	worse	than	Fifth	Avenue	during	Christmas	time.	I	felt	the	truck	shake	as	half	a	dozen	kids	hopped	into	the	truck	bed,	yipping	and	cheering,	long	hair	sticking	to	their	skin	in	the	blazing	August	heat.			
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“It’s	not	gonna	mean	a	thing	in	a	month,”	Rick	chuckled,	his	truck	creeping	forward.	He	seemed	pretty	confident	about	that,	probably	since	his	parents	fought	all	the	time	for	as	long	as	he	could	remember.	And	not	like	mine	did.	Ma	and	Pa's	shouting	matches	were	nothing	compared	to	his	parents'.	It	was	definitely	that	little	curl	at	the	corner	of	his	mouth	when	he	talked	that	got	me.	Got	me	every	time.	“I	don’t	believe	in	that	stuff	anyhow.”	My	heart,	already	sitting	in	the	pit	of	my	stomach,	felt	like	it	turned	to	cement.	I	shrugged	and	tried	to	play	it	off	cool.	I	didn’t	want	to	seem	desperate	or	anything.	I	swear	that	at	any	moment	my	heart	could	push	me	down	through	the	seat	onto	hot	asphalt.		In	front	of	us,	people	jumped	off	of	the	side	runners	they	had	been	clinging	to	for	probably	miles	and	started	walking	up	Route	17.	Rick	pulled	the	parking	break	and	cut	the	engine,	getting	out	of	the	truck	in	one	swoop.	I	took	my	feet	off	the	dashboard	and	just	kind	of	sat	there	for	a	minute.	Were	we	done?	Just	like	that?	Leaving	me	in	the	passenger	seat	of	his	truck,	stranding	me	in	the	middle	of	the	highway	surrounded	by	abandoned	cars?	At	this	point,	the	drivers	in	front	of	us	were	starting	to	get	out	of	their	cars,	grab	their	stuff	out	of	the	trunk,	and	walk.	People	flowed	between	cars,	their	guitar	cases	and	tent	poles	scraping	against	the	paint	as	they	passed.		Knuckles	rapping	on	metal	echoed	through	the	cab.	Rick	stood	at	my	window,	unlit	cigarette	dangling	from	his	lips,	holding	my	duffle	bag	up	on	his	shoulder	like	how	Ma	carries	a	sack	of	potatoes.	If	she	ever	caught	me	smoking,	I	might	as	well	run	away	and	join	the	circus.	She’d	never	let	me	back	in	the	house	again.	He	motioned	for	me	to	get	out.		
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“Where’s	your	bag,”	I	asked.	Ma	always	carried	two	sacks	instead	of	one	because	she	said	it	was	easier.	I	never	understood	that.		“Don’t	need	one,”	he	shrugged.	“Got	a	match?”	I	slid	out	of	the	truck	and	fumbled	around	in	the	purse	I	borrowed	from	Sandy	for	the	weekend.	A	guy	with	a	bunch	of	tattoos	came	up	with	a	match	before	me.	Rick	clapped	him	on	the	shoulder.	The	guy	smiled	and	kept	walking,	wandering	off	toward	heavy,	dark	clouds	that	began	to	roll	in	overhead.		“I	thought	you	were	bringing	a	tent	or	something,”	I	asked	as	he	handed	me	my	bag.		“What’s	better	than	looking	up	at	the	stars	at	night?”	he	had	that	smile	again.	He	and	his	brother	used	to	go	camping	all	the	time,	so	I	trusted	him.	I	guess	it	sounded	nice,	stars	and	a	warm	summer	breeze.	Kinda	romantic.	I	imagined	what	Sandy’s	face	would’ve	been	like	if	she	had	come	with	us.	I’m	kinda	glad	she	didn’t,	even	though	I	lost	three	weeks	of	allowance	to	her	so	she’d	watch	the	twins	while	Ma	and	Pa	were	up	at	Arrow	for	the	weekend.	She	would’ve	made	Rick	drive	us	straight	home	if	she	had	to	sleep	on	the	ground.	She	can	barely	stand	the	bugs	in	the	bungalow	at	Arrow	Park,	let	alone	sleeping	outside.	Sophie	was	probably	all	set	up	already.	A	bunch	of	her	friends	from	the	poetry	group	had	rented	a	bus	and	drove	up	early	yesterday	morning.	They	were	supposed	to	be	meeting	up	with	us	at	some	point	today,	so	neither	of	us	would	really	be	lying	to	our	parents.	Rebecca	was	in	on	the	plan	too.	Her	parents	wouldn’t	have	let	her	come	if	Sophie	wasn’t	here.			The	hitchhikers	hopped	down	from	the	back	once	they	realized	we	weren’t	getting	very	far	and	brushed	past	us	with	one	of	those	portable	cassette	players.	
		 63	
Rebecca	and	Kenny	followed	close	behind	them,	calling	out	for	us	to	keep	up.	Ever	since	prom,	they	never	seemed	to	be	more	than	five	steps	away	from	each	other.	Rick	grabbed	my	hand	and	trotted	along	after	them.	The	walk	took	so	long	that	my	sandals	started	giving	me	blisters	on	my	pinky	toes.	I	had	to	take	them	off	and	tuck	them	under	my	arm.		The	lot	of	us	took	a	seat	in	the	grass	in	front	of	a	couple	of	nuns	in	habits.	I	sat	up	straight	and	smiled	at	them	just	in	case,	pulling	my	shawl	back	up	over	my	shoulders	like	they	always	made	me	do	in	class.	A	guy	zigzagged	through	the	clusters	of	people	with	a	guitar	case	yelling	‘Reds!’	‘Reds!’	Cincinnati	hadn’t	won	anything	since	before	I	was	born	and	I	only	knew	that	because	of	that	kid	that	came	into	the	deli	for	a	pack	of	baseball	cards	every	Monday	on	his	way	home	from	school	and	cussed	once	when	he	got	a	Reds	player.	I	thought	Ma	was	going	to	backhand	him	for	that.	I	couldn’t	imagine	why	anyone	here	would	be	that	excited	about	sports.	They	didn’t	look	like	the	type.	Kenny	waved	him	over	and	asked	for	a	lid	of	Mary	Jane.	The	guy	said	he	only	had	half,	but	he’d	throw	in	some	reds	and	a	couple	buttons	to	make	up	for	it.	He	laid	his	guitar	case	down	on	the	ground	and	opened	it.	I	glanced	over	at	the	nuns	who	where	mingling	with	some	guys	in	leather	jackets.	Rick	propped	himself	up	on	his	elbows	and	tossed	some	cash	into	the	case;	Kenny	dropped	a	few	dollars	in	there	too.	The	guy	filled	Kenny’s	hands	and	went	on	his	way,	disappearing	into	the	crowd.	He	started	passing	stuff	around.	I	ended	up	with	what	looked	like	a	few	old,	shriveled	tomatoes	that	had	been	hiding	behind	the	crates	for	about	a	year.	I	made	Sandy	eat	one	of	those	once	when	we	were	little	when	we	were	helping	Ma	stock	the	
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shelves	at	the	deli.	Rick	told	me	to	chew	them	and	wash	it	down	with	some	beer.	They	tasted	just	as	bad	as	they	looked;	I’m	not	even	going	to	pretend	that	they	didn’t	taste	like	dirt.	The	pocket	under	my	tongue	started	to	flood	with	saliva	and	my	skin	got	all	itchy	like	it	did	right	before	I	had	to	vomit,	but	I	swallowed	it	so	no	one	would	think	I	was	a	pansy.	I	was	used	to	that	though.	I	had	to	do	that	every	time	I	walked	into	the	back	of	the	deli	when	Ma	was	cutting	the	meat	off	the	bones.	I	couldn't	stand	the	sight	of	all	that	blood.	I	got	up	and	walked	around	behind	a	tent	that	would	definitely	fall	apart	if	someone	sneezed	too	close	to	it.	I	put	my	hands	on	my	knees	and	hunched	over,	gagging	on	the	taste	of	dirt	and	last	night’s	kapusta.	I	spit	out	the	bit	of	beer	that	came	back	up	before	wiping	my	mouth	on	the	back	of	my	hand.	I	straightened	myself	up	and	pushed	my	hair	out	of	my	face,	locking	eyes	with	the	oldest	nun	of	the	group.	I	felt	like	I	was	back	in	school	about	to	get	my	knuckles	whacked,	but	she	smiled.	That	scared	me	even	more,	so	I	looked	straight	back	down	at	the	grass	and	walked	really	fast	over	to	sit	between	Rick	and	Babs.	“Where’d	you	get	off	to?”	He	looked	over	at	me.	“Oh,	I	thought	I	saw	someone	I	knew.”	“Don’t	tell	me	any	of	those	nasty	ladies	from	Saint	Anne’s	is	here,”	he	was	serious	only	for	a	split	second	before	a	little	chuckle	escaped	from	his	lips.	“Don’t	want	a	do	over	of	prom,”	he	swung	his	hands	up	and	down	between	Rebecca	and	Kenny.	They	leaned	away	from	each	other	and	Rick	grabbed	Kenny’s	ear,	tugging	him	until	he	tipped	over.	He	mimicked	the	nun’s	nasally	nagging	voice	complete	with	a	wagging	finger,	“That’s	it,	Mr.	Soldano.	I	warned	you	twice	already.	No	canoodling!”	The	two	of	them	howled	with	laughter.	Rebecca	wasn’t	laughing	
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though	because	Kenny	ruined	her	night	by	getting	kicked	out	of	the	gymnasium.	Ma	and	Mrs.	Rosenfeld	had	worked	for	weeks	to	make	her	dress	and	it	was	really	something	special!	It	was	a	shame	she	didn’t	get	to	show	it	off	‘till	the	end	of	the	night.	 I	started	to	feel	the	bubbles	under	my	skin	again,	crackling	like	when	Sandy	and	I	put	Fizzies	tablets	right	on	our	tongues.	I	squeezed	my	eyes	closed	real	tight	and	laid	back	on	the	ground.	The	first	few	drops	of	rain	hit	my	face.	When	I	opened	my	eyes	an	orange	light	glowed	above	me.	I	was	mesmerized.	It	faded	to	white	and	then	became	yellow.	The	grass	licked	the	back	of	my	neck	and	arms.	I	imagined	a	million	tiny	green	tongues.	I	closed	my	eyes	and	let	their	saliva	soak	through	my	clothes.		
There's	a	cross	for	you	to	bear	
Things	to	go	through	if	you're	going	anywhere		I	was	barefoot	dancing	on	top	of	something,	a	school	bus	maybe.	My	shawl	was	wrapped	around	my	waist,	soaking	wet	and	my	corduroy	skirt	sagged	around	my	hips.	My	cotton	shirt	clung	to	my	skin	and	my	hair	whipped	around	my	face.	The	air	was	dark	around	me,	but	not	heavy.	For	a	moment,	all	I	could	see	was	a	triangle,	blue	and	gold,	and	the	words	Que	Vive	flash	on	the	back	of	my	eyelids.	When	I	opened	my	eyes	again,	I	felt	like	I	was	ten	feet	tall,	a	giant	looking	down	at	a	colony	of	ants.	I	twirled,	careful	not	to	step	on	any	of	them.	The	spots	of	light	flashed	around	me	as	I	spun,	vibrant	against	the	evening	sky.	Looking	into	my	own	eyes,	I	
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reached	out	and	grasped	a	hand,	pulling	a	body	close	against	mine.	Our	shirts	clung	together	at	the	stomach,	making	a	slurping	sound	as	we	peeled	away.				
There's	a	permanent	crease	in	your	right	and	wrong	
There's	a	midget	standing	tall	
And	the	giant	beside	him	about	to	fall		I	lay	on	my	sleeping	bag,	which	was	soaked	all	the	way	through,	looking	up	at	the	stars	in	a	haze	as	they	danced	on	a	pitch-black	sky.	I	smacked	my	tongue	against	the	roof	of	my	mouth.	It	felt	like	I	ate	the	sun	and	sand	crunched	between	my	teeth.	I	was	paralyzed	by	the	thought	that	I	may	have	eaten	the	whole	earth.	The	dampness	beneath	me	faded	away	and	for	a	moment	I	was	floating	in	a	void,	in	space	because	since	I	ate	the	planet--	that	meant	I	had	become	the	earth.	I	rubbed	my	eyes	and	I	could	see	the	whole	universe	on	my	skin,	but	it	was	looking	down	at	me.	What	if	I’m	actually	a	speck	in	someone’s	eye	that	is	living	in	another,	wider,	universe?		“What?”	I	jumped,	and	then	rolled	onto	my	side.	Rick	was	lying	on	his	back	next	to	me,	all	stretched	out	with	his	head	resting	on	his	crisscrossed	arms.	“What	did	you	just	say?”	He	rolled	over	to	face	me	and	I	didn’t	say	a	word.	I	couldn’t.	If	I	opened	my	mouth,	I	was	afraid	all	the	sand	would	spill	out	of	it.		
They	will	try	to	make	you	crawl	
And	they	know	what	you're	saying	makes	sense	and	all		
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I	woke	up	curled	in	a	mud-crusted	blanket	in	the	bed	of	Rick’s	truck	as	we	pulled	up	in	front	of	my	house.	Rebecca	was	lying	beside	me	looking	up	at	the	sky	in	a	daze.	I	pulled	my	duffle	bag	closer	and	unzipped	it	to	find	an	empty	can	of	green	paint,	a	shoelace,	and	a	shirt	that	wasn’t	mine.	My	sandals	were	nowhere	to	be	found	and	my	shawl	had	a	giant	tear	in	it.			
Don't	you	know	that	you	are	free	
Well	at	least	in	your	mind	if	you	want	to	be		“Elaine!”	Pa’s	voice	made	me	jump	up.	I	saw	him	and	Ma	standing	at	the	front	door,	Ma	holding	my	note	that	I	left	on	the	kitchen	table	in	her	hand.	Rebecca’s	whole	body	clenched	as	she	pulled	the	crusty	blanket	up	over	her	head.		“Now!”	I	practically	flung	myself	out	of	the	back	of	Rick’s	truck.	A	wave	of	nausea	rolled	over	me	as	I	regained	my	balance.	I	felt	my	cheeks	get	all	red	and	once	again	my	heart	clunked	against	my	organs	so	hard	it	could’ve	slipped	right	out	of	my	body.	I	clutched	my	bag	to	my	chest,	dragging	my	feet	as	I	walked	up	to	the	front	porch.	As	soon	as	I	was	within	arms	reach,	Pa	grabbed	my	arm	real	tight	and	dragged	me	into	the	house.	Before	I	even	had	a	chance	to	turn	around,	I	felt	the	ping	of	finger	bones	against	the	back	of	my	head.		The	sound	of	leather	slipping	through	belt	loops	must’ve	echoed	through	the	house	because	Sandy	got	up	from	the	couch,	disappearing	into	the	hallway	and	I	heard	the	twins’	bedroom	door	click	closed.	I	felt	the	sting	against	my	hip	first;	a	strong	hand	gripped	my	shoulder	and	spun	me	around.	My	eyes	locked	with	Pa’s.	
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His	face	was	beet	red	and	I	could	see	the	vein	on	his	forehead	pulsing.	As	if	Sandy	and	the	boys	running	for	cover	wasn’t	enough	of	a	warning	sign.	The	belt	caught	my	thigh	next.	I	pulled	my	arms	up	to	cover	my	face,	the	welt	throbbing	with	heat.	I	didn’t	even	have	time	to	cry	before	I	heard	the	next	crack	of	leather	on	my	skin.	“I’m	sorry!”	I	pleaded,	voice	cracking	as	a	flash	caught	my	bottom.		“Boris,	Boris,	please,”	Ma	stepped	in,	holding	her	hand	up	to	catch	the	belt.	She	gripped	it	so	tight	that	her	knuckles	went	white.	“Boris!”	I	could’ve	sworn	she	made	the	house	tremble	that	time	cause	I	heard	the	‘good	dishes’	that	we	only	used	on	holidays	shake	in	the	cabinet.	Everything	got	quiet	for	a	minute.	That	was	just	as	scary	as	the	nun’s	smile	because	you	didn’t	know	what	was	coming	next.	Ma’s	calloused	hands	pulled	my	arms	away	from	my	face.	She	was	standing	between	me	and	Pa,	crouched	down	just	enough	so	she	was	looking	me	right	in	the	eyes.	Her	lips	pulled	tight	over	her	gums,	“get	your	be-hind	in	the	kitchen	and	sit,”	she	practically	snarled	at	me.	I	did	as	I	was	told	without	skipping	a	beat,	sitting	down	in	my	chair	at	the	table.	Pa	sat	at	the	head,	but	he	turned	his	chair	so	it	faced	me	directly,	and	Ma	sat	across	from	me	in	Dave’s	chair.	Ma	slapped	the	note	I	left	down	on	the	table	and	that’s	when	the	tears	started	pouring	out;	I	couldn’t	hold	them	back	any	longer.	Pa	shot	up	from	his	seat	and	leaned	over,	ready	to	lay	one	across	me	again,	but	Ma	put	her	hand	on	his	arm	and	pushed	him	back	down	into	the	chair.	He	didn’t	even	have	to	say	anything,	but	I	knew	what	would	have	shot	out	of	his	mouth.	First,	Dziubanovski’s	can’t	lie	and	second,	and	they	don’t	cry	either.	“You’re	seventeen,	for	God’s	sake,	Elaine!	Seventeen!”	He	sat	down	and	scooted	his	chair	really	close	to	mine.	The	sound	of	the	
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wooden	legs	scraping	along	the	linoleum	ripped	through	my	whole	brain.	“You	left	the	boys	home	alone.	For	three	days,”	Pa’s	voice	alone	could’ve	knocked	me	off	my	chair.	“I	thought	they’d	be	okay.	Sandy	was	here,”	my	voice	was	small.	“Speak	up!”	he	barked.	I	took	a	deep	breath,	“I	thought	Sandy	could	watch	them.”	“She	just	turned	fourteen!”	I	tried	to	focus	my	eyes	on	anything	that	wasn’t	Pa’s	forehead	vein.	“Look	at	me!”	He	leaned	in	real	close	to	my	face.	I	could	feel	the	heat	radiating	off	of	him.	Ma’s	voice	made	Pa	lean	back.	“You	disappeared	for	three	days	and	didn’t	think	to	ask	us?	What’s	wrong	with	you?	You	could’ve	gotten	hurt	and	we	wouldn’t	have	even	known.”	“I	was	with	Sophie	and	Rebecca--”		“I	saw	that	Lynch	boy	driving,	and	that	other	guy.	I’m	gonna	tell	Ralph	that	you	two	were	out	doing	God	only	knows	what	this	weekend!	Kupa	Hivna…”	He	shook	his	head.		I	knew	saying	anything	would	just	make	everything	worse	so	I	just	wiped	my	tears	from	my	cheek,	catching	a	glimpse	of	the	raised,	red	welt	clearly	defined	across	my	outer	thigh.	Pa	massaged	his	forehead	with	the	tips	of	his	fingers	and	leaned	his	elbow	on	the	table.	“Get	out	of	my	face.	I	hope	you	don’t	have	any	plans	for	a	while,	because	you’re	not	allowed	out	of	your	room	until	I	say	you	are.”		
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“We’ll	talk	about	this	in	the	morning.	Pa	and	I	need	to	discuss	what	to	do	with	you,”	Ma’s	voice	soothed	the	sting.	“We’re	giving	your	new	cassette	player	to	the	church.	I’m	sure	all	those	kids	would	appreciate	your	Beatles	collection,”	Pa	blurted	it	out	just	as	I	was	getting	up.		The	tears	started	welling	up	again,	threatening	to	overflow	as	I	left	the	kitchen.	I	flicked	the	light	on	in	my	room	and	sat	down	on	my	bed.	My	stomach	grumbled	and	my	mouth	still	tasted	like	I	ate	dirt.	Sandy	was	faking	being	asleep,	laying	there	looking	like	a	lump	under	her	blanket.	The	lamp	next	to	her	bed	wasn’t	on	and	she	never	went	to	sleep	without	it.	A	second	later	she	rolled	over	and	looked	at	me	before	sliding	out	of	her	bed	and	onto	her	knees.	She	dragged	a	shoebox	out	from	under	her	bed	and	picked	a	scooter	pie	up	out	of	it.	Instead	of	flinging	it	across	the	room,	like	she	normally	would	with	anything	I	asked	for,	she	walked	it	over	and	dropped	it	down	on	my	lap	without	a	word.	Usually	I’d	have	to	drive	a	bargain	to	get	her	to	give	me	anything	and	she’d	haggle	it	up	‘till	she	was	satisfied.	I	waited	for	her	price,	but	she	just	turned	her	back,	slid	the	White	Album	off	of	the	shelf	between	our	beds	and	sat	down	on	her	bed,	dropping	the	cassette	into	the	shoebox.	Ma	poked	her	head	into	my	room	as	I	took	the	first	bite	of	the	chocolate	and	both	of	us	froze	up,	holding	our	breaths,	as	if	she	couldn’t	see	us	if	we	stayed	super	still	like	you	were	supposed	to	do	if	you	came	face	to	face	with	a	bear	in	the	woods.	She	caught	on	to	the	scooter	pie	and	the	shoebox	at	Sandy’s	feet,	looking	between	the	two	of	us	before	clicking	off	our	light	and	shutting	the	door.	Sandy	lunged	for	the	lamp	on	her	nightstand.	
